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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Got Her Most Gracious off in fine style for her 
ceremonial entry into Dublin. Enormous success! Immense 
enthusiasm! The gentle lady took all their hearts by storm and 
achieved 

A COMPLETE OCCUPATION. 
The Queen’s ‘ Triumphant Entry ’”’ 
To Dublin has been made— 
While Minister and sentry 
Have done what duty bade. 
And “ pisanthry and genthry ”’ 
From town and rural parts, 
Own this ** Triumphant Entry” 
Is made into their hearts. 


Went about the city all day admiring the decorations and the Irish 
girls. Got back, and went to the Society of Arts afterwards and 
heard Mr. Carl Hentschel hold forth on “ Process Engraving,”’ 
than whom no one has a greater right to, I’m sure. Flew over to 
Dublin afterwards for a sight of and a night with the illumina- 
tions. They certainly have done it up well this time in the 
Emerald Isle. 


Thursday.—Had a quiet day with Her Most Gracious. Just took 
her for a little saunter round the Viceroy’s back garden and that. 
Lunched with Sir Phillip Fyshe in the city, and then went back 
again, 

Friday.—Took Her Most Gracious round the poorer parts of 
Dublin. H.M.G.’s own idea, and a magnificent success—people 
almost awe-struck with delight. Heard that Mr. Rhodes had 
arrived from South Africa, but didn’t seem to mind much. 


UNIMPORTANT. 


Mr. Rhodes has come to town— 

Things like that, at times, befall so— 
So has Smith and so has Brown, 

So has Mr. Thomson also ;— 
Ordinary man explodes 

When he hears this sort of chatter— 
Who the deuce is Mr. Rhodes ! 

What the Dickens does it matter ! 


Saturday.—Arranged the Grand Children’s Festival in Phoenix 
Park to receive Her Most Gracious. Stupendous and touching 
sight. Feel that these are inadequate expressions, but the 
egy a reporters, having used up all the suitable adjectives (as 
well as drawn largely on the unsuitable ones), are somewhat 
handicapped. Went down to Greenford Geeen to see the Bar 
point-to-point steeplechases. 








APROPOS—TO THE POINT, 


| A logical tale should, link by link, 
Proceed without break or flaw, 
Especially when it is told, I think, 
By parties who’re “in the law.” 
Then up and away to Greenford Green 
(If times aren’t out of joint) 
For limbs of the law may there be seen 
A-going from Point to Point! 


Dined with the French Chamber of Commerce, The French 
Ambassador spoke some nice kind truths about us, 


Monday.—Spent most of the day among the modern British 
Pictures at the Guildhall. Dined with the United Law Society at 
the Hotel Cecil. The Lord Chief Justice presided, and said some- 
thing for wordy barristers to remember. The Hon. Isaac A. 
Isaacs, Q.C., and Mr. R. B. Haldane, Q.C., M.P., said somethin 
more, and Mr. W. S. Sherrington augmented the overburden 
weight of words. The mobility of the verbal “sniper,” Kains- 
Jackson, rapidly infused risibility into prevailing placidity, and 
Atherley Jones, Q.C., M.P., took the hint, likewise did Manisty, 
the president ot the Incorporated Law Society. Old Mother 
Hubbard tried the piano, but his audience wouldn’t sing. 


Tuesday.—Notice that the holidays arenear. My man is packing 
my bag, and just ag soon as it is ready I’m off. 
away! away! 


The holidays are near at hand 
eage isn’t to my liking) 

When people up and down the land 
Are touring—boating—biking. 


Rest is, I own, the toilers’ need— 
I've no objection to it— 

I own their right to rest, indeed, 
But hate to see them do it. 


So, far from trippers’ haunts I will 
Become a cheerful rover, 
And take a holiday until 
The holidays are over. 
Tae SpPorrer. 











| 








Inconsistency. 


Hardup (to doctor).—** Really, doctor, you are most inconsistent. 
| You tell me {I mustn’t worry, and here you've sent me a bill 
| nearly as long as my arm!” 
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Nowce.—The Ed 


‘tee will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope 
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KRUGER’S EASTER EGG. 
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Primrose Day. 


THouGH years have passed since Death’s 
cold hand 
Was laid upon his noble brow, 
No one’s replaced him in our land, 
Nor in our hearts—we miss him now! | 





The simple flower that blooms so low 
Has risen to a treasured place, 

Because it was his flower, we know, 
And in it we. can see his face ! 


For who can gaze upon that bloom, 
And not recall again to sight 

He who sleeps in the darksome tomb, 
But in our mem’ry still burns bright ? 





Great Master of the statesman’s* craft! 
From danger our dear land he kept, 
And though when he first spoke some _ | 
laughed, 
Since he’s gone many more have wept! 





* In its sense of “calling,” not “ cunning.” 








“You’RE not worth your salt,’ 
growled the butcher to the bad piece of 
beef. But he put it in the brine tub all 
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Nursery Rhyme Revised. 


[President Kruger cannot understand why John Bull doesn’t 


annex the moon if it is inhabited.] 


THE cow jumped over the moon, I trow, 
In the nursery song of the long ago, 


So a Bull might jump into it, don’t you know! 


And as for inhabitants—well, there’s one, 


‘‘The Man in the Moon,” as we say in fun. 


If we annex him, why the job is done! 


If we made the Moon our own, ’tis clear 
We'd find some use for it, never fear! 
And here is a wrinkle, Britannia dear ! 


As it’s only man must be lonely where 


There are no ladies! To make things square 


We’d send up Kruger* to join him there ! 


Better than St. Helena this ! 
They could hob and nob together, I wis, 


With Oom Paul out of the way! What bliss! 





*When we catch him! 


rene 
—————— 
— 





First Volunteer Yeoman (formerly Bank Cashier).—‘‘ Well, this is better than having to 
work all day at those beastly boring cheques, isn’t it ?”’ 

Second V.Y.—‘* Nearly the same thing, old boy, for you'll have to work all day now at 
the same. checking beastly Boers 
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London Musical Festival, 1900. 


Mr. Rosert Newman states that in response to numerous 
requests that the English and French orchestras should be heard 
Separately, as well as together, he has decided that the French 
novelties shall be performed by the French orchestra, and the 


English novelties by the English orchestra. 


The vocal and instrumental numbers will, in like manner, be 
respectively accompanied by the band of the conductor of the 


Occasion. 


To the combined bands will be entrusted the interpretation of 
the great works of the classic and romantic schools already 


Nnanmnas.l] : » , 
Snnounced in Mr. Newman’s prospectus. 


Only Seven. 
(WitH APOLOGIES TO WORDSWORTH.) 


I met a little Transvaal boy— 
Just commandeered, he said. 

His age I know not, but he had 
A most precocious head. 

He wore a rustic upland air, 
And threadbare corduroys ; 

His eyes were “‘ slim"’ and wilier 
Than any London boy’s. 

‘‘ Your fellow countrymen,” I said, 
‘‘ How many have you lost 

Since war began, that is if you 
Can really count the cost ?”’ 


‘‘How many? Six in all,” he said, 
And didn’t move a muscle. 

‘“‘ Nay, seven,”’ he added, “‘ Jan was shot 
At Eland’s Laagte’s tussle.” 

“ Where fell the rest, pray tell me true?”’ 
I asked the infant liar, 

In hopes that he might mend his ways 
And make the total higher. 

‘‘ Two of us at the Modder lie”’ 
(You're doing the same at present 

I thought, but didn’t say because 
I wished to keep things pleasant) 


‘And four with Cronjé bit the dust— 
They say he’s gone to sea 
And captured Nelson. Isn’t true?” 


He asked me longingly. 
“Come, come! do draw it mild,” I 
laughed. 


‘* It’s true,” he said, ‘‘ ask mother, 
And if you don’t believe her, then — 

‘* Well—write to Stead, my brother.” 

“You little fibber!” I exclaimed, 

‘‘ You'll never go to Heaven ’”’— 
’T was throwing words away, for still 
That dopper urchin had his will, 


And stuck to “‘ only seven!” 
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WHEN A LITTLE ENGLANDER FEELS LITTLE. 


ScENE 


ee 


Walk Up! Walk Up! 


FRANCE :— 


WALK up, walk up, mes amis, 
You hear the merry din— 
No matter what comes after 
With shouts of happy laughter 
Your wealth we mean to win. 
For laughter gay and merry 
You'll find is catching, very, 
And everyone 
Will cry—** What fun ! ” 
Who cares to venture in. 


strong than legislature 


Is that one touch of nature, 
It captures all 
Both great and small 


‘ ; . 
ind makes the wl 


PriwRosE Day, WESTMINSTER. 


Flower Girl (to Pro-Boer M.P.).—* Primroses, Sir, everybody ’s wearing ’em to-day !”’ 


For this is the position, 
I’ve planned this Exhibition, 


So come you must, 
For we are just 
| Agoin’ to begin ! 


I want to ‘‘ take you in” 


| To capture ‘ brass” and “ tin ’’— 


You'll come, I trust, 


For we are just 
Agoin’ to begin ! 


Russia :— 


I'm “ walking up,”’ dear lady ! 

To please you "tis my pride— 
To see you through thts crisis, 
I'll make some sacrifices ; 


rare we ! 
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This Show of yours, my honey, 
Should bring you heaps of money, 


And by-and-bye 
With your aa 


That money you’)! divide! 


With you I’ll never quarrel ; 


And my support—er—moral— 


You may depend 
Upon, my friend, 


Though all the world deride, 


I greet with approbation 


This effort of your nation, 


And I declare 

With half, for share, 
I shall be satisfied. 
I have no beastly pride, 


No autocratic “‘ side ’’— 


I’ll take with thanks 


Your sous and francs— 


For, are we not allied ? 


FRANCE :— 


Walk up, walk up, mes amis! 


Oh, do not turn away! 


Revanche I’ve quite forgotten, 


And to my foes I cotton, 


I’m all for peace to-day. 


I’m daily growing wiser ; 


I love the German Kaiser— 


And Britain’s Queen 
I long to screen 


From Monsieur Willette’s play. 
John Bull, my long lost brother, 


No more I wish to smother, 


And for a while, 
Upon the Nile 
I carp not at his sway. 
For this is the position, 


I’ve planned this Exhibition 


And so, you see, 
It seems to me, 
I’ve got to make it pay! 


Walk up, walk up, I pray, 


I’m peaceful, aye, and gay— 


These steps pray climb, 


For, now’s your time, 


This is our opening day! 


JOHN BULL :— 


‘Walk up, walk up, mes amis!” 
I’ve heard that cry before— 
I know that smile persuasive, 


Those compliments evasive, 


I know that open door. 
Within my recollection, 


That simple, fond, affection 


Has proved a ruse 


And played the deuce 


With me and many more. 
I see there’s Master Bruin, 
Who'd bring about my ruin, 


Prepared to dance, 


With Madame France, 


A dance of Peace (or War?) 


I have a premonition, 

This little Exhibition 
May suit the bear, 
Who get’s a share 


And always seems to score. 


But I feel rather sore ; 


And France’s antics bore; 


“* Mes Amis!” Yes, 
That’s so, I guess— 


I’ve heard that tale before ! 











Training Them. 


Mr. Closefist} (growlingly).—‘ Why 
don’t you train the children?” 


Mrs. Closefist.—* W hy don’t you train 


them Pay their fares to Ramsgate 
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LA BELLE FRANCE.—“JUST AGOIN’ TO BEGIN, MESSIEURS!” 


(For Cartoon Verses, tee page 124.) 
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FROM THE MEMOIRS OF 
A Minister of Greater-Britain. 


By Sranpout OvmicH WeEyrman. 


Il, A ROMANCE IN KHAKI. 


We often hear it said that the age of Romance has gone for ever; 
and that a soul-destroying ma ism, almost Martin Tupperish in 
its rampant propriety, has usurped the place of that gay unexpected- 
ness that irresponsible frivolity which throws a glamour of 
delight over the memoirs of the notabilities who lived, and were 

rmitted to “flourish,” in the Seventeenth and Eighteenth 

nturies. Now, no doubt these latter days seem prosaic 
to the unimaginative mind, and though our national dress and our 
national customs are perhaps a littlecommonplace, if not exactly as 
unpicturesque as some people are in the habit of supposing, I feel 
compelled to protest against a too utilitarian view of life even as 
now lived. It has been my privilege, and the privilege of my 
family, to learn by experience that Romance, brocaded and 
bejewelled and bedizened, is still to be found by those who go forth 
into the world with their eyes sufficiently open to detect her 
presence, and with ears sufficiently long to catch the rapturous 
murmurs of her musical voice. 


I have read the above paragraph aloud to my family, and they 
emphatically declare that it is very like poetry, only more beautiful. 
I must admit that I myself am a plain man, intellectually; physi- 
cally 1 am—butI must not anticipate. As I was saying, I myself 
am a plain man, andIdo not understand these matters, and yet 
even I cannot but feel that there is a something, a je-ne-sais-quoi- 
ness about its phraseology that seems to me a cut above the 
ordinary, a little superior to the ordinary prose of everyday life; 
and I have a vague idea that if Homer still nods, it is that he is 
nodding his august and unbiassed approval. However, I leave these 
things to the judgment of my family, and in artistic matters I have 
rarely found hous to expressa wrong opinion. But to my story! 

When the South African War first broke out it was as much 
as I could do to restrain the martial ardour of myself and my 
family, and, though we knew that our presence at our several posts 
was of incalculable benefit to our country in the crisis through 
which it was passing, the blood of a warrior race coursed wild! 
through our veins, and we with great difficulty dissuaded eac 
other from offering ourselves as Commanders-in-Chief or Field 
Marshals in ordinary. Who knows but that if we had obeyed our 
natural impulses the war might by now have come to a satis- 
factory conclusion? Are second thoughts always the best? Who 
can say? Anyway, it must be admitted that, seeing, as we did see, 
the Nobility of Britain volunteering for active service, and daily 
leaving our shores for the sunburnt veldt, it was natural that we 
should feel that we, too, should be represented among the other 
great families. 


At that time we often discovered each other surreptitiously 
trying on khaki uniforms, or practising musketry at the cheap, 
but effective, rifle saloons which are to be found in the more 
obscure thoroughfares of the Metropolis; and even the most 
pastoral member of our family talked wildly of mortgaging his 
ancestral acres and swapping his i cow for the nearest approach 
to a charger that any respectable horse dealer might consider a just 

uivalent for that elderly, but robust and promising, animal. 
Whanever we met we looked furtively round and counted heads, 
and the sigh of relief that told of the full number being present 
spoke more eloquently than words of that domestic affection which, 
next to our love for our country, characterises myself and my 
family. 

Time passed on, and gradually I was relieved to find my family 
settled down to their civil avocations, till even the recitation of 
“The Absent-Minded Beggar" failed to move them to more than 
ordinary enthusiasm. With myself, however, I found the war fever 
far from em | and my mental temperature, could it have been 
taken, would, I am sure, have emphatically astonished even a 
Major-General of the R.A.M.C. Even the sending and receiving of 
congratulatory — to and from the Colonial Premiers failed 
to soothe my military ardour, and when I heard that the 
noble Duke at the head of the Post Office had thrown up his 
appointment and sailed for the front, I felt that I could restrain 
myself no longer. Without informing anyone of my bellicose 
intention, I purchased a khaki outfit and a passage to the Cape, 
and, leaving a note upon my dressing-table bidding farewell to my 
family, I stole from my house in the cold gray of an English spring 
morning, and entrained for Southampton. 

I was strolling on the quay, previous to embarking, and was 
wondering if the Mauser bullet was as painless a missile as I had 
bee! d to suppose,-and fervently trusting that I had : tel 
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my shoulder. I turned hastily,and a young lady, to whom the 
hand evidently belonged, murmured softly :— | 

‘My lady would speak with you, my lord! 

“ And who is your lady, my good girl?” was my not unnatural 
question. . ; 

The lady’s maid, for such I presumed her to é, first turning 
round to see if anyone was within earshot, whispered in my ear a 
name that thrilled me through and through, for is not Lady 
Angela —— known to everyone as the loveliest, most charming, 

adorable of her sex ? 

ined on ; I follow,’ I exclaimed, in my best House of Com- 
mons style, and, throwing my travelling-rug picturesquely over my 
left shoulder, I strode in my most stately and impressive manner 
after the fair messenger. 

Arriving at the leading hotel in Southampton, I was shown into 
a private sitting-room and left to my thoughts, which naturally 
turned to my family. If they knew that I was about to be received 
in private by the most beautiful young lady of the day—what 
would they say ? I was just framing suitable answers to this ques- 
tion when a young lady, heavily veiled, and sobbing violently, 
entered the room. 
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nental critics were right after all.”’ 

** How do you make that out ?’’ 

‘‘ Well, haven't they been trying to prove that we're a going 
concern ?” 








—_—_ 








I saw ata glance that it was, indeed, the Lady Angela, and was 
strangely gratified that ay departure for the front should have 
grieved herso deeply. At the same time, pleasant as it undoubtedly 
was to find myself so justly and perfectly appreciated, her tears 
unmanned me, and I was about to remark that, rather than be the 
cause of such terrible grief, I would remain at home and forego 
all the glory and honour which is to be gained on the stricken 
field, when she astonished me by exclaiming :— 

“ Oh, Bertie, how could you, how could you be so unkind?” 

Now, as I think I have already said, my name is, unfortunately, 
Joe, but I firmly believe that, if I had had any voice in my nomen- 
clature, I should have, so to say, plumped for “ Bertie.”’ Algy, 98 
& cognomen, is not to be despised, but Bertie has always seemed to 
me a name to conjure with to an almost unlimited extent. 
Belgravian in it's stately simplicity, it appeals to one with all the 
force of it’s aristocratic associations. That I should be called 
‘“* Bertie”! and by the sweetest young lady in the three kingdoms, took 
me § mplete t of myself, that for the first time in my tue 
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“ My dear young lady,” I exclaimed, “ surely I could never have 
been unkind to you!” 


How could you, how could you!” and she sobbed again. 

“ My dear Lady Angela,” I began. 

«Call me Angy!”’ came the astounding murmur. 

The situation was becoming embarrassing, call her “ Angy,” 
indeeds 

“Why, Bertie, how very strange you are this morning!” 
exclaimed my fair interlocutor, evidently piqued. ‘Now, sir,” 
she éontinued, ‘‘I have brought you this, and I hope that you will 
weafat next your heart!” and she handed me a small paper packet, 
which I was about to place in my pocket, when she cried out— 

“Do you not wish to know what it contains?” 

To tell the truth, which I have done from so early an age that it 
has become almost a habit, I was somewhat curious, so opening the 
parcel, I saw to my mingled pleasure and amazement that it 
contained a curl of the most beautiful golden hair, evidently 
recently cut from the fair head before me. The family blush, 
which always arrives at inconvenient moments, mounted to my 
brow, and I remember murmuring imbecile futilities to the effect 
that “I couldn’t think of taking it,’’ and ‘‘ was she sure she could 
spare it,” and that ‘‘it was just what I wanted,’ when she 
exclaimed with an arch smile :— 

“ Now, you must give me a lock of yours in exchange!” 

I don’t know whether I have mentioned it, but, as a matter of fact, 
my hair never could be persuaded to grow in “locks.” ‘ Wisps”’ 
would, I fear, be a more appropriate description; besides I had had 
it cut rather short only the day before. However, as she already 
had a pair of scissors in her hand I could do nothing but offer my 
head to the sacrifice, and I remember I was wondering what my 
family would have thought if they could have seen me, when the 
door was flung open, and a voice exclaimed :— 

“‘My dear Angy!—Oh—I beg your pardon—I didn’t know you 
were engaged !”’ 

Lady Angela dropped the scissors with a scream. 

‘Good Heavens, Bertie!’’ she cried, ‘‘ what is the meaning of 
this?” 

“T was just going to ask the same question!” said the voice. 

I looked up, and saw standing in the doorway the handsomest 
man it has ever been my lot to gaze upon; and, though I felt sure I 
had never met him before, his classic features, the perfect poise of 
his head, and the almost Apollo Belvederean cut of his figure, 
seemed strangely familiar tome. Could it be——then I remembered. 
I was looking, as it were, upon another self. The man was my very 
double. 

Lady Angela stood staring blankly at both of us. At last, unable 
to bear the silence, I spoke :— 

“ I fear there has been a little mistake!’ I murmured. _ 

“T fear there has!’ whispered Lady Angela, blushing very 
prettily. oe 

“T have evidently, owing to the similarity of our khaki uniforms, 
been mistaken for this young gentleman!” I continued, ‘‘ I have 
not the pleasure of knowing his name!”’ 

“Sir,” said my double angrily, ‘I am the Earl of Dash.” 

“Delighted to meet you, my lord!” I cried, grasping tenderly 
the one finger he extended. 

At this moment a waiter appeared. 

“Scuse me, mum,” said the menial, ‘‘ but is there a party ‘ere 
named Joe? Cos there’s a rum lot of coves downstairs a arsting 
fer 'im !”’ 

“My family!” thought I, and, waving a mute farewell to the 
Earl and Lady Angela, I hurriedly left the room. a 

Needless to say, my family would not hear of my proposed visit 
to the front. We returned to town together. Perhaps pro patria 
mori is less dulce et decorum than is popularly supposed! Who 
can say? However, I still wear that golden curl next my heart. 

But I have never told my family. They might not understand! 


ee 


“ How could you leave England without calling to say good-bye? 


King’s son, duke’s son, son of a hundred cooks: 
Hundred-and-fifty thousand men at Metz gave up the day : 
The enemy far smaller—yet they struck you off the books: 
But did we laugh and shout at you then ?—Now say, say, 
say | 


When you lay besieged in Paris by the foeman’s iron grasp, 
Starvation grim a-staring in your face, 

Who was it sent you vittals, gave your hand a friendly clasp ? 
Why the British, whom you’re striving to disgrace. 

But, of course, it’s all forgotten, now the danger’s past and gone, 
For an absinthe-minded beggar all will find you. 

And if you go too far we must put the stopper on, 
And, by George, we'll take the trouble to remind you. 


Cook’s son, duke’s son, son of an aristocrat; 
Son of a seacook, son of a gun, old or young or gay; 
Each of ‘em hunting about for himself, in search of a sewer 
rat, 
Wasn't it thus, till we sent you help ?—Now say, say, say! 


Though we've visited your country in a friendly sort of way, 
Though we've freely spent our cash in every town, 

Yet now you darkly murmur, ‘‘ Every dog must have its day, 
Let us try to bite the Lion while he's down.” 

You’re an absinthe-minded beggar, or by now you'd realise 
That the British Lion’s far from being flurried ; 

You surely will regret it if, when Leo sleeping lies, 
With impunity you think he can be worried. 


Cad’s voice, sneak’s voice, voice of a snivelling cur, 
True enough the adage runs, ‘‘ Each dog must have its day.”’ 
But till yours dawns, wear asses’ skins; don’t covet the Lion’s 
fur ; 
Slink back into your kennel quick, and stay, stay, stay ! 


If you’re anxious to revile us, why then do so to our face, 
It’s a method that we very much prefer. 

But for God’s sake, keep your insults from the head of all our race, 
For we can’t stand much of that applied to HER. 

You’re an absinthe-minded beggar, and you may forget this, too, 
But in case it haps again, we will remind you, 

That you scooted from Trafalgar, not to mention Waterloo, 
In a hurry, with the Britishers behind you. 


Cook’s son, Duke’s son, son of a cusiniere, 
Though you make your country ring with shouts of “ Vive 
l’armee !” 
Empty boasts won’t frighten us, in spite of your martial air, 
Keep a civil tongue in your heads, or you’ll—Pay, pay, pay! 























The Absinthe-Minded Beggar. 


(With ApoLoGigs TO RuDYARD K1IPLinG.) 


(From our Canadian Correspondent.) 
WHEN you’ve shouted ‘‘ Mort aux traitres,’’ and you’ve sung out 
“Vive l’armee ”’ ; 
And you've Paris Exhibition on your mind ; 
When you've “ Conspue’d les Juifs ”’: have forgotten Boulanger: 
And have washed the stains that Dreyfus left behind : 
Then, you absinthe-minded beggar, in your muddle-headed pate, 
Turn about for something fresh to kick at : ; 
But we'll give you friendly warning, which we hope won't come too 
lat 
the British Lion’s not the chap to spit at. 








“The Pious Innocent Shepherds.” * 
WAR ON WOMEN, AT THE SIEGE OF KIMBERLEY. 
(Facts From A Puysician’s NorEeBooK.) 


Our Empire-maker, in the diamond mines 
For o’er two thousand women shelter found 
From guns train’d sure on their defenceless homes, 
‘Mid gem encrusted caverns, rock, and mound, 


The houses of the town were never built 
Shells to resist, a hundred pounds in weight : 

These ‘‘ Gentle Shepherds ” sought to maim, and send 
Poor babes and women to a cruel fate. 


Once, when the Boer big, new gun spat forth, 

Two women sat on stoops, both clean, and bright ; 
A shell exploding near them in the street, 

One of these two, alas! fell dead with fright. 


Small dog-holes ghastly, then were often dug, 
More dangerous far than ruthless Boer shell, 
No ventilation, hardly room to move, 
Where nursing mothers stay’d, by fear bound spell. 


There many women work’d in all the ways 
Of charity, era 3 su oe ai 
Choice fare, reserv ‘young, 
All fear dispelling, as some evil dream. 


His wicked savagery to ey will 
With everlasting scorn the Boer steep ! 
The noble self-denial of the besieged 
May “ angels bright ” the splendid record keep | 


J. H. Oaxrey. 











*Professor Max Muller’s name for the Boers. 
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“On Things in Genera].” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WasHERWomay, 
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ks we’re fightin’ agin freedom, wer 
all the time we’re fightin’ for freed 

it’s _— wot i3 fighting agin f freedom, 
wants to oppress the Ou hand rs. 
I thort “‘ equal rights ”’ was the motter of 
Uncle Sam. I ‘ope ’e will open ’is eagle 
eye, ‘an see things in the right light. 

The chairman of the ’xecutioner of 
the ‘‘Woman’s ’Xhibishun ” at Earl's 
Court ses that they are goin’ to empl 
female labour in all departments, an’ 
preference will be given to widows an’ 
dorters of soldiers wot ’ave been killed 
at the front. This is a good an’ practikal 
way of showin’ simpathy. 

I reads that Borchgrevink’ s ’xpeditshun 
‘as discovered the South Pole. We tI 
wants to know is wot are they goin’ to 
do with it? If it’s any good to prop up 
a clothes line they might pass it over to 
me. 

St. Helena is ready for the Boer 
prisoners, but they don’t seem ready for 
it. There ain’t much chance of escapin 
ROUGH ON RHODES ge an’ that don’t suit the Bo ers at 





; , - they’re a shifty lot, an’ they > to 
Man in the Sirest (to Scavenger) Matey, you’re still on th b—like the Boers.” oe - ay 
. “What d is ve shi ft under sich circumstances. 
SEBVERGS™ . at do you mean The ’ollerdeys are in full swing, an’ I 
° 7 , eee ‘ , , * y } , , ss ° ° 2t~) 
Man in the Strect.—" Why, you're a looking after Rihjode ‘opes you’re ali enjoyin’ yourselves. 


Don’t spend all your money, an’ then 


‘ave to pay a visit to “‘ Uncle”’; treat ‘is 
advances with contempt. 





AN DERSON’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather.| 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in twofminutes, boots are ready to wear 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C- 
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